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1 8 The Tragedy ^Othello » 

And bring her after in the beftaduantage ; 

Come Defdemona,\ haue but an houre 
Of !ouc,of worldly matters,and direction. 

To l'p end with thcc,we muft obey the time. 

Rod, I Age. Exit Moore rfw^Defdcrnena. 

lag, W hat faieft thou noble heart ? 

Rod. What will I doc thinkeft thou ? 
lag. Why goe to bed and fleepe. 

Rod. I will incontinently drowne my felfe. 

lag. Well, if thou doeft, I (hall neuer loue thee after it. 

Why ,thou filly Gentleman. 

Rod. It is fillinefle to liue,when to line is a torment, and then we 
haue a prcfcription,todye when death is our Phyfition. 

lag. I ha look’d vpon the world for fourc times feuen ycarcs, 
and fince I could diftinguifh betweene a bei»efit,and an iniury,I ne- 
ucr found a man that knew how to loue himfelfe : ere I would fay 
I would drowne my felfe, for the loue of a Ginny Hen, I would 
change my humanity with a Baboone. 

Rod. What fhould I do ? I confeffe it is my (hame to be fo fond, 
but it is not in my vertue to amend it. 

lag. Vertue ? a fig, tis in our felues, that wee are thus, or thus, 
our bodies are gardens,to the which our wills are Gardiners,fo that 
if we will plant NettleSjor fowLetticc,(etIfop,and weed vp Time; 
fupply it with one gender of hearbes, or diftra<ft it with many ; ei- 
ther to haue it ftcrrill with IdJcneflVjOr manur’d with Induflry,why 
the powcr,and corrigible Authority of this, lies in our wills. If the 
ballancc of our liues had not one fcale of reafon, to poife another of 
fenfuality; the blood and bafeneffe of our natures , would conduct 
vs to mod prepofterous conclufions. But wee haue reafon to code 
our raging motions,.our carnal! flings, our vnbitted lulls; whereof 
I take this,that you call loue to be a fed!, or fyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

lag. It is mecrly a lull of the blood,and a pcrmifiion of thewill: 
Come,beaman; drowne thy felfe ? drowne Cats and blind? Pup- 
pies.* Iprofeffemjthyfriend, andlconfcfle me knit to thy defer- 
uing, with cables of perdurable toughneffe ; I could neuer better 
ftcsde thee then now. Put money in thy purfej follow thefe warres, 
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defeat? thy fauour with an vfurp’d beard; I fay, put money in thy 
putfe. It cannot be, that Def demon* fhouid long continue her loue 
vnto the Moore> — put money in thy purfe,-- nor he to her; it was 
a violent commencement , and thou (halt fee an anfwerable feque- 
ftration : put but money in thy purfe. —Thefe Moores are change- 
able in their wills : — fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now, is as lufhious as Loeufts,fhall be to him (hortly as acerbe 
as the Colloquintida. When (hee is fated with his body , (hec will 
finde the error of her choyce; (bee muft hape change, (hee muft. 
Therefore put money in thy purfe : if thou wilt needcs (damme 
thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning; make all 
the money thou canft. Iffan&imony, and a fraile vow, betwixt an 
erring Earbaria»,znd a fuper fubtle Venetian, be not too hard for my 
wits.and all the tribe of hell, thou (halt enioy her; therefore make 
money, — a pox a drowning, tis cleanc out of th* way t feckc thou 
rather to be hang’d in comparing thy ioy,then to bee drowned, and 
goe without her. 

Red, Wilt thou be faft to my hopes? 

fag. Thou art fure of me— goe, make money — I haue told 
thee often, and 1 tell thee againe, and againc, I hate the Moore , my 
caufe is hartcd,thinc has no leffc reafon, let vs be communicatiue in 
ourreuenge againft him : If thou canft cuckold him,thou doeft thy 
felfe a pleafure,and me a fport. There arc many euents in the womb 
ofTime,which will be deliuered. Trauerce,go,prouide thy money, 
we will haue more of this to morrow, Adiue. 

Rod , Where (ball we meetc i’th morning. 

' Jag. At my lodging. 

Rod. I’le be with thee betimes. 

Jag. Go to.farew ell : — doc you hcare Roii rigo > 

Rod. what fay you? 

Jag. Norn ore of drowning,doe you hcare ? 

Rod, I am chang’d. EyitRoderigo. 

Jag. Goe to,farewel!,put money enough in your purlc: 

Thus doe T cuer make my foole my purfe: • 

For I mine owne gain’d knowledge (hould prophanc, 

Ifl would time expend with fuch a fnipe, 

But for my fport and profit : I hate the Moore, 
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